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	Casualties of War

A little girl, maybe only eight years old, quickly ran through the empty snow-covered streets, cradling a loaf of bread and a stick of glue under her torn and ragged clothes like if it was her most beloved treasure. The meagre little form turned around and carefully observed the streets before finally slithering into the dark alleyway again.

There, at the very end of the cramped corner, were all her belongings. A filthy, gray sheet she would wrap herself in during the cold air of the winter nights. A stuffed teddy bear, whose right eye was missing along with a part of the left ear. She called it Max. Max the teddy bear. It was the closest friend she ever had now. Some firewood so that she could warm herself. And a picture. It was blackened and slightly burnt around the edges, but it was the most precious object she owned. Three people were on it. Herself, her mother and her father. This was her home.

_Home._

_Her home was on fire. She could feel the acrid smell of smoke in the air, even though she was crying. The flames erupted from the roof, from the walls, everywhere. Her parents were lying motionless on the floor, a big monster with a glowing sword laughing at them. Now it turned towards their girl. She grew scared as it walked towards her, raising it's sword and garbling something in a strange language. In fear, she closed her eyes and raised her hands. Just as she thought it was going to hurt her, there was a loud boom and the monster fell. She could taste some kind of liquid in her mouth. It was salt._

_She opened her eyes again. The monster was on the floor bathing in purple blood, with a big, green man with a gun standing over it. She could not see his face. The big man picked her up and ran out of the house before it collapsed and a fiery ball erupted out of the smoldering ruins._

_She wanted to thank the green giant, but sleep overcame her and the world blackened before her eyes._

The girl had always wanted to thank him, but she never got the opportunity. She owed him her life; she was certain the monster would take her away onto his UFO and kill her_, _just like it had killed her parents.

She was shortly afterwards taken to an "orphanage" where other kids without parents like her lived. It was a horrible place. She was always being picked on by the others and the adults didn't care about her. So of course they didn't care when she fled to live on the streets.

She took a matchbox out of her pocket and lit her fireplace. The flames slowly grew larger before eventually consuming the wood in a bright orange, warming glow, illuminating her scrawny arms and legs and her tired face. She then proceeded to ferociously eating the whole bread before uncorking the glue tube and sniffing the scents. It felt good.

Finally, after putting out her small fire, she wrapped herself into her sheets and felt to sleep with Max tucked under her arms, dreaming about her parents in a world that had forgotten her.


End file.
